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INFINITY

The Infinite is that, the Infinite is this ;
And on and on, unchanged is Infinite.
Goes out the Infinite from the Infinite
And there remains unchanged the Infinite.

The outward loss betrays the Infinite,
The seeming gain displays the Infinite.
The going, coming, subtracting, adding
Are seeming modes and truth the Infinite,

O, what a charm marvellous spreads,
Over every hill and dale,
Wond'rous blue and green my beds
Charming every red and pale.

Glorious, glorious light it sheds
Over every storm and hail,
Beauteous, beauteous one and all.
Heavenly, heavenly blessed call.

BRIMFUL IS MY CUP OF JOY
Oh ! brimful is my cup of joy,
Fulfilled completely all desires ;
Sweet morning zephyrs I employ,
Tis I in bloom their kiss admires.
The rainbow colours are my attires ;
My errands run light, lightning, fires.
All over I am, all sweethearts I,
I am desires, emotions I.
The smiles of rose, the pearls of dew,
The golden threads so fresh, so new,
Of Sun's bright rays embalmed in sweetness.
The silvery moon, delicious neatness,
The playful ripples, waving trees,
Entwining creepers, humming bees,
Are my expression, my balmy breath
My respiration in life and death.
All ill and good, and bitter and sweet,
In that my throbbing pulse doth beat.